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I also whispered of French resistance that was poking up its head
here and there. It's a strong point when convincing a Frenchman
of something to tell him that another Frenchman, had done it. It's
not the herd instinct. It's a matter of trust.
No, London wasn't taken on i 5-th August, but on the, night of the
22nd a great blow came my way. Dodo seemed to bo getting better,
then she was worse, and 1 took her down to Docteur Briand and
he examined her and said she was better. It didn't appear so to me,
and I carried her back in my arms and I couldn't but notice how
light she was and I hadn't to stop at all on the endless steps to regain
my breath. The first time we went clown she seemed to weigh a
ton. But there was hope said the vet. It's an acknowledged fact
that life walks hand-in-hand with hope. But there was very little of
life left in her. She couldn't move her hind-legs and I gave her
electrical massage. She got it every day, stood it patiently, and if
our eyes met I had to turn mine away. The message in hers was so
terribly clear. She was patient and sad. Her life now was but a
round of patience with a heavy dose of sadness. I used to sit for
hours and hours beside her in the darkened room, and felt there was
no desire in her to go on. She'd been life itself. To watch that
thin little body and to compare it with that vigorous person full of
mischief that used to roll in the snow in. Aix-lcs-Bains was a difficult
task. Incidents of her past life would float back to me, her shrewd-
ness, her sense of humour and her utter devotion. I would look
up and see those feverish eyes resting on me with only one thought
in them. -Eloquently those eyes pleaded: please let me go, our time
is up.
I would get up, go down and sell my daily quota of water-
colours to the enemy.
On the night of 2ist August, 1 came home with the curfew and
from the stairs could hear Dodo barking. 1 rushed up to her. She
was in agony and no longer recognized me. I couldn't go to get
the vet because of the curfew, so all 1 could do was to sit: beside her.
I put a pillow under her head. At regular intervals she Jilted her
head and barked a challenge that now meant nothing any more.
Towards morning her barking got hardly audible and as the hour of
nine came with all the sunshine on the other side of the curtain her
ruffled coat got smooth, her tail that hadn't been visible for weeks
and weeks rose, her orchid-like ears came up, and she was dead.
Obeying an impulse 1 could hardly explain, I got up and went to the
window and lifted the curtain. The light streamed into the room,
and I felt something swishing past me. An immense lightness settled